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on. Soon they were followed by a man in an unfastened
coat whom she recognised as the assistant head of the
prison. Policemen appeared on the scene and a crowd
began to gather.
The wind swept down in a whirling dance, as though
rejoicing, bringing to the mother's ears tattered shreds
of cries and whistles	The turmoil made her happy,
and she quickened her steps.
"He could have done it just as easily," she thought.
Suddenly two policemen dashed round the corner,
"Stop!** cried one of them, out of breath. "Have you
seen—a man—with a beard?"
She pointed in the direction of the gardens,
"He ran over there," she said calmly. "Why?"
"Yegorov! Blow your whistle!"
The mother went home. She felt sorry about some-
thing, had a feeling of bitterness and regret. A droshky
passed her as she reached the street after crossing the
lot. She glanced inside and saw a young man with a blond
moustache and a pale, tired face. He saw her too. He was
sitting sidewise, and for that reason his right shoulder
was higher than his left.
Nikolai greeted her joyfully.
"Well, what happened?"
"It came off all right."
She gave him an account of the escape, trying to re-
member all the details. But she spoke as though retelling
another's tale, the truth of which she doubted.
"Luck is with us," said Nikolai, rubbing his hands.
"The devil only knows how worried I was that some-
thing might happen to you. Listen, Nilovna, take the
advice of a friend and stop dreading that trial. The sooner
it comes off, the sooner Pavel will be free. Perhaps he'll
make his escape while on his way to exile. As for the
trial, it will be something like this	"
And he went on to describe the procedure. As he spoke
she realised there was something he himself was afraid
of, despite his efforts to comfort her.

